The Summing Up
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It was a memorable event in Howard University's history. There in front of the building being named after him stood Dr. Mordecai Wyatt Johnson speaking of a long ago past as though it were one with yesterday. There was a sense of timelessness about it all. Flashing his mahogany cane before him in the glistening sunlight of a heady fall afternoon, Dr. Johnson spoke lovingly of a black world that he helped shape as president of Howard University for a generation. The occasion was the dedication of the University Administration Building in his name. But for him it seemed to be more than that. For him, it was a summing up.
Almost prayerfully, he spoke of his parents, his friends, his colleagues, of those who helped him and of those who stood in his way. And then he wept, dabbing at his eyes with a crumpled white handkerchief. But these were tears of gratitude more than of sorrow. Indeed, one sensed that Mordecai Wyatt Johnson had at 83 come upon one of those rare moments in the lives of great men when they come face to face with their own immortality. 0
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